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4"4* T'be Life und Death of ‘Lichard the Second. 


Bnl. I pardon him,asheaucn fhall pardon mee. 

Dm. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee! 

Yet am I fickc forfeare: Spcakeitagame, 

Twice faying Pardon, doth notpardon twainc. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

’BhL I pardon him with all my hart. 

DM. A God on earth thou arc. 

’Bui. Bor for our trufty brother-ui-Law,the Abbot, 
With all the reft ofthac confortcd crew, 

Deftruftion ftraight fhall dogge them at the hccles : 
GoodVncklehelpeto orderfcuerallpowre* 
ToOxford,or where ere thefe Traitors are : 

They {Ball not line within this world I fweare, 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vnckle farewell, and Colin adieu; 

Your mother well hath prsid,and prone you true. 
D«f.Come my old fon,I pray heauen make thee new. 

Ex turn. 

Enter Extern and Ser Hants. 

Ext. Didft thou not markc the King what words hee 
fpake ? 

Haue 1 no friend will rid me of this liuing feare: 

Was itnotfo? 

Ser. Thole were his very words. 

Ex* Haue I no Fricnd?(quoth he:)'ne fpake it twice. 
And vrg'dit twice together, did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 

Ex, And fpcaking it, he wiftly look'd on me. 

As who Ihonld fay, I would thonwer’t the man 
That would diuorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King atPomfret: Comejet’sgoe; 

I am the Kings priendjand will rid his Foe. Exit * 


Secern Quartet. 


Enter Richard. 

Rich. 1 haue bin ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where I line, vnto the World ; 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heere is not a Creature, but my felfe,. 

T cannot do it: yet He hammer’e out. 

My Braine, lie proue the Female to my Soule, 

My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget 
A gcncrationofftill breeding Thoughts; 

And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world. 

For no thought is contented. The better fort. 

As thoughts ofthingi Diuinc, are intermixt 

With fcruples,and do fet the Faith it fclfc 

Againft the Faith :as thus; Cornell tie oncs:& then again, 

It is as hard to come, as for a Camell 

To thred thepofterne ofaNeedles eye. 

Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikcly wonders ;how thefe vainc weakenailes 
May teare a piffage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles: 

And for they cannot,dye in their owtie pride. 

Thoughts tending to Content,flatter thcmfclues. 

That they are not the fir ft ofFortunes flaues. 

Nor (hall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their fiiamc 
That many haue, and others muft fit there; 

And in this Th ought, they findc a kind of cafe. 


1 Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 

Of fuch as haue before indur’d the like. 

Thus play I in one Prifon, many people 
And none contented. Sometimes am 1 Kino. 
ThcnTreafon makes me vvifb my felfe a]J e b ’ 

And fo I am. Then crufhing penurie b ® 3t * 
Perfwades me, I was better when t King ; 

Then am I king’d againe: and by and by, 

Thinke that 1 am vn-king’d by r Bttiti»gfa O0 u 
And ftraight am nothing. But what ere I am 
Norljnorany man, that but man is 1 

With nothing {hall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing* Muficke dolheare? 

Ha,ha?keeperime: How fowrefweetMuficke' 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? ** 
So is it in the Muficke of mens liues: ” 

And hfcerc haue I the daintinefle ofeare, f 
To hcate time broke in a diforder’d firing; 

But for the Concord of my State and Time 
Had nor an care to heare my true Time broke 
I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafteme • 

iringclocke. 


For now hath Time made me his numb 


My Thoughts.are minutes; and withSighes theviarr 
Their watches on vnromine eyes,the outward w ar ,' 
Wherero my finger, like a Dialls point, ’ C l ' 

Is pointing ft ill, in deanfing them from tearcs. 

Now fir, the found chattels what ho ure it is, * 

Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart 
Which is the bell: fo Sigbcs.and Teares,and fronts 
Shew Minutes,Houres,andTimes : bur my Time ' 
Runs poafting on, in ‘Bttlfingbroohes proud ioy, 
While I ft and fooling heere, hi siacke o'tli’Clocke, 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 

Foe though it haue holpe madmen to their wits 
In me it leemes, it will make wife-men mad: 
Yecblcifingon his heart thatgiues it me; 

Foe 'tis a figne ofloue. and Ioue to Richard, 
IsaftrangeBrooch.in this all-liating world. 

Enter Grooms. 

Gros. Haile Royali Prince. 

Rich. Thankes Noble Peere, 

The cheipeft of vs, is ten groat es too deere. 

What art thou ? And how coui’ft thou hither? 

Where no man eucrcomes,bur that fad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune line? 

Groo, I was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer’c Kingrw’no crauelling towards Yorte, 
With much adoo, at length haue gotten leaue 
Tolooke vpon my(fomecimes Royal!) mafters face. 

O how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftrcecs, that Coronation day. 

When Bullingbrookc rode cm Roane Barbary, 

That horfe,that thou fo often haft befttid, 

Thar horfe, that I fo carefully haue droll. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tellme gentle Friend, 
How went he vnder him ? 

Grot >. So proudly.as if he had difdain’d tbegrotind 
Rich. So proud, that ’Bullixgbrooks was on his backe; 
That lade hath eate bread from my Royal! hand. 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not fttimble? Would he not fall downs 
(Since Pride muft haue a fall) and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, tfiat did vfurpe his backe ? 
Forgiuenefle horfe: Why do I raileon theej 
Since thou created robe aw’d by man 
Was’t borne to beare? I was not made a horfe. 


- -r^TSa^abur thcn like an Alfe, 

f t 7 e aid,^ 


<fhe Life andDeath of c R^ehard the Second. _4*J> 


\#iac mjM 


My Lord, Mlfpleafcydu to fall too ? 

dare not: Sir Fierce of Effort, 

-- 1 1 a ofHstcon?n gs the contrary. 

W ff The&cll tile#4 awa&f,and thee) 

p,Snccisfta1c;«dlamv»tary.ofi V 
F ttq. Hclpc,hel P e,hel P e. .. • / 

_ -fatter Exrenv.nd Servants. 

How fiovv?what meanes Death in this rude aft>U? 
, t hine owne hand yeelds. thy .dear Bs inftfumeiK, 

Tut ftffpccVs thus mypetfon. Extend fierce bafl&p 

wfWlftmVgroirc flefh finkcs.downward ( heete to dye. 
?§yS Full of Ydor, ^ of Roy all blood, 

Botkhau« 1 Ipifi: Qh would the dcc^rcgood, 

for now the'didell,‘that toldmc I din well, 

Saves, thar cb’ii deede is chronicled in hell. 

This dead Kidg to rhe liuing King lie beare, ■ - 

Take hence the reft, and giue them buriall heere. Exit. 


Sccena * Quinta, 


t ' J ; , ; . - . ->ri A 

pfeiiriih. Enter 'Bailingh/oohe,Yorke,with 
other Lords attendants. 

0, Kiilcle VnkleYorke,thelatell ne.wes we hearc, 
js tha t the Rcb els hau c con fum’d wi tb fire , 

Our T (iwneofCiceterinGiouceftcrfiiire, 

Bat whe ther they bf cane or flaine, we beare not. 

Enter Northumberland, 

WsJeotnfAlff ^ or£l: ^ hat ^ s £ievvcs ? 

Ifcr. Firiftto thy Sacred State, wifill l all happinefte; 
The pext new^s is, I haue to London fcnc 
The heads of S(.\!sharj J Spencer i r Bluist,md Kent: _ 


The manner of their taking may appearc 
At laege difeourfed inthis.paper heere... 

thank thee fecntle Perce for-fhv t 


%ch. rriy iwaVFfliaU Eiu ''MvLordJ hsdcfroim Oxfotdfe^tS London, 

The heads of Broccas^and Sir Ber.net Seefy, 

Two of the dangcrOu^confiDriedTrattors, 

' That foyghtat Oxford, thy dire cruerlhrrfv^, ■ 

Bui. Thy paihes m^mtersWillmt be forgot, 
Right Nobieis tby merit, wxll I wot. 

' ' ErttrReffiCariift.-. ‘ 

Bex. .The gr.indCoqfpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter, 
With clog of Corifcifince, and fowre Mclancholly, 

Hath yeefded vp his body co tbegraue : 

' But heereirCvTr/r/e, Ihiirrg to abide 

Thy Kindly doqmy.and iemence of his pride.- 
Bffl. {aritfe, this is your doome : 

Choofie out fome fecret place, fomereuerend roome 

More then thou haft, and-with itioythy life*. 

So as tiipii-liu’ft-in peace, dye free from-ftrife: 

For though mine enemy, thou haft eueVbeene, 

High lparkes of Honor in thee haue 1 feene. 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton,, Great King, vyithin this Coffin I pteknt 
Thy buried feare. Heerein all breath!cftc lies 
The mightieft of thy gresteft enemies 
'Ritdiara ofBmdeaiix, byiwe hither brought. _ , 

Btel. Exton, I chanke th.ee net. For thou Baft wrought 
A'dccdcof Slaughter, wiih thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land'. 

r' •„_i A 


J 


From your ownemoukh my Lord^did I this deed. 
S#//They Ioue not poyfon 3 tnaLdopoyf6aiiccde ? 
Nor do I thee: though I did wifh him 
I hate the Murtherer^ jouehim raurthered. 

The guilt ofconfcience cake thou for thy la&our, \ ■ M 
But neither my good word,, nor princely favour. / f 
With yvander through the Qiade of nighty 

And neuer iliew thy head by day, nor Sight* 

Lords, I proiefttny foiijeis fullofwoe, ■ 

That blood j^Jiould fpiinkleme, tomaiemegrow* 

Come mourne with me* for that I do lament. 

And put on fiilten Blacke iricpntibent : 

He make a,voyage to the Holy-land* 

To wafn this blood off from my guilty hand. . 

March fadly after, grace my mourning heere* 

In v/eeping after this vntimely Beere. 




FINIS. 


d<‘ -ltG;: . . ’ 

im J 9 Ml 

V f; 


,t /* t. * a. tjj, 


I T 


Iff f 


w old ^tcTlionc • ft vl 

b;;i s i fj 

,vti v jdi j - ■ IA* ’i') :;ic ,i *:;oh ~oi h. \ ; n l [ 

ti;i -rtviA saifls tr'lliiriuA ( 

—^-L 


«rtr In 


J A f . 

Q 


. 


H BRfiiwIH 




i«il 





LONDON, 1623 THE FOLGER SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY OctaVO 

























































































































